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Over the Line
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By J. W. DIEFENDORF

mister! Having any luck today?"
·
But Bill Thatcher was not to be disturbed just then. ,
He had spied a deep quiet poCket of water under a brushy
bank just above him and he knew there 'Would be a speckled
trout there. Without looking around to see who had hailed
him, he stepped quietly along to a spot from which he could
cast a fly into that pocket without being seen himself. Measuring the distance carefully with his eye, he reeled out the
proper length of line. Back over his shoulder came the fly.
Obeying the dexterous impulse of his wrist, it described a
figure eight in the air and landed' gently on the water just,
under the edge of the brush. There was instant commotion
in the little pool. Bill's fly disappeared and his line cut the
water with lightning speed as the trout sought safety in the
swift water downstream. A gentle pull brought the fish
back into the deeper water of the pool. Back and forth he 1
raced. Twice he broke water in an attempt to shake the hook
from his mouth. But always Bill's practiced han~ kept the
line tight and the hook held. Gradually the trout weakened.
.His rushes became less violent and soon ceased ~ltogether.
He allowed himself to be drawn closer and closer. Finally
the dip net was slipped under him and he was lifted ashore.
Not till then did Bill Thatcher remember that there had
been witnesses to this battle royal.
, "E\nery bit of thirteen inches! Isn't he a whopper?" 'he
exclaimed as he held up the speckled beauty for the hlSPection of the two men who were now approaching him along tlie
path that followed the stream.
"Sure is," responded the taller of the two. "Got any
more like him ?"
"Got another almost as good," said Bill as he reached
'
into his creel.
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The one he p1;111ed out was almost an exact dupl~cate of
.
the one he had just landed.
"Like as two peas, ain't they?" he exulted. . ,
"That's right," said the second man. "I guess ydu have
a license," he added. "You see my friend here is a game
warden.".
"Sure, I got one," Bill answered. "Here she is. Always
keep her right here in this pocket."
The warden took the paper and examined it.
,
"Why, this is a New Mexico license," he exclaimed.:.
"Well, I'm in New Mexico," Bill replied as he replaced
the paper In his pocket.
"The hell you are!" the warden exploded.
"You are in Colorado" his companion added.. "Don't
you know where the line is ?"
Now as a matter of fact Bill did know exactly wherEf the
line was. In fact he had helped to run that line. He knew
that he wasl>above it now, that he was in Colo;rado, and that
he had been caught red-handed. He knew too that it meant a
fine of twenty-five dollars unless he could outwit his companions. Bill's mind worked fast in an emergency.
"Of course I know where it is," he answered without a
moment's hesitation. "It crosses right up yonder where you
.
see that tall pine."
"It does not," snapped the-warden. "You are already a
good quarteJ; of a mile above it."
"Well, where is it then? Show me where it is if you
know so much ~bout it:" Bill replied in a tone that was in'tended to indicate disbelief.
The warden :;tccepted the challenge.
"Fair enough. Come on. ,I'll show you.'" And he
stepped into the path that led down stream.
"AU rig~t. You show me where the line is and I won't
cross it again," said Bill following.
The warden's companion brought up the rear.
~
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"You see," ventured Bill, "No one can tell where the line
is. I have fished up and down here for twenty years ,or
more and I always stopped at that tree up there."
"Well, you've been crossing i"t all the time and you've
crossed it just once too often," growled the warden. "You
see that hill that comes down to a point right at the stream,"
he added pausing in the path.
'
"Yes."
"Well, the line crosses right there."
"Is that so! You're sure, are you?"
"Of course I'm sure. Don't you think I know my busin~sr

.

.

"Yes, I suppos'e you know your business all right. But
I want to see right where it is."
"Well, come on," said the warden now thoroughly exasperated. "I'll show you the exact spot."
"Sure! That's the idea. I want to see right where that
line is."
• When they reached the point where the hill sloped
down to the stream the warden. halted.
"Here you are," he said. "The line crosses right here."
"Now you're sure this is the line?"
"Hell, yes! Haven't I told you that half a dozen times?"
Bill turned to the warden's companion.
"Are you sure this is the line?" he ".queried.
"Say, haven't we answered that enough?" was the reply.
"What's the matter with you anyway? Are you cr~zy?"
"No. Not much," Bill returned. He took one step backwards. "Because, you see, if that is the line, then I've
crossed it once more and I'm back in New Mexico now. My
license is good here. Goodbye, gentlemen."
He waved his hand to them, turned his back, and prepared to cast his fly into a little eddy that swirled at the foot
of a big rock just below him. A few min~tes later another
speckled 'beauty was demanding all his attention. He forgot the two men who were watching him with angry eyes
from above the line.
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